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Personal Story Book Process and Thoughts

This assignment was very personal to my heart. It involved a lot of going back to re- thinking of my past, and experiencing emotions that I had buried. Please do not think everything was bad, of course it was not. As I was putting some thinking on how I was going to do this project, I started asking myself what events or experiences were significant in my timeline. I had a rough childhood; experiencing dramatic events that a child at my age should have not seen or experienced. Unfortunately that marked me inside and took effect on a lot of my choices I made in my life. I also had wonderful people and friends that made this journey of mine a truly wonderful experience too!

The first thing that I thought would be to get as many photographs as possible to put a sense on time events and putting things in order. I really did not have much time to collect as many pictures as I would of like too. This course is only seven weeks and this assignment only gave us 4 weeks to complete, so time was crucial. I have done simple timelines on power point in regards to my development but only required five short slides and three pictures. I knew this was going to be a fun project. Especially because it was going to be about myself and I was going to be able to be creative. I was not sure if I was going to be able to do this assignment on power point but I knew it would be much easier if I would start organizing myself by opening one. This way, if I had to copy and paste it would be much easier having everything already organized. Power point has slides that provide easy inserts of pictures and text boxes and gives flexibility to change slides around. I love this program!!!!

Now, that I have been able to interact with my fellow classmates on personal stories I can truly relate in so many ways. Not only can I relate but I can feel closer to their trials and obstacles in their lives as well. 

It’s so touching and personal to each one of us when we speak about our lives to other people. This assignment made me aware of other people’s cultures and differences. And how in so many ways we can adapt and relate to each other, through our experiences. Whether, we cry, hurt, love, feel happy, disappointed, joy, depressed, hurt, lost and at peace, we can sense all these emotions through our words in our profound stories. It’s amazing what the power of communication and education can bring about in people.

As each day passed I was impressed with the openness I was able to have to express my dark life. This was really hard to do. But I knew I had to be real about everything I went through to be able to understand myself and be able to move forward as well. Also this helps me heal and accept my past for what it was. In addition, I have made drastic changes to my life to break the chain of domestic violence and be the first in my family to gain a college education. I longed for the day my mother acknowledged my accomplishments but as I got older I realized that was not my mother. She showed love and affection towards me by pointing out my flaws, because that’s all she knew. I have seen my growth and maturity through this project and I can say am so proud of whom I become! :-)


Writings stories from: Hear My Voice: A Multi-Cultural Anthology of Literature from the U.S.
Borders:

“We Wear the Mask” By: Paul Laurence Dunbar pg. 60

Just the title alone speaks to me. As I read this poem I quickly related too it, in many situations in my life. This poem was short but to the point and profoundly written. The first phrase of the poem was intense “We wear the mask that grins and lies, It hides our cheeks and shades our eyes” (Dunbar, pg. 60). 

I had to pretend to be happy so many times in my relationships, family, friends, and coworkers. In my past as a child I had to pretend that my mother was working so much in the evening that she could not attend parent conference at school or events. I felt terrible seeing most of my friend’s parents attend parent conferences, events, presentations, show cases etc. I wanted my mother to see my accomplishments and hear my teacher express great things about me. But that never happened. As much as I wanted her presence, I knew it would be impossible. My mother at this time was going through an abusive relationship that would cause her pain and physical marks on her face and body. She was too embarrassed to attend school, get questioned and even get me taken away.  So for many years I wear a mask to hide my true feelings.

This poem was written by an African American, which his parents were former slaves. In adulthood he was rejected from newspaper jobs due to racism. He became a great poet and describes in this poem why and how people chose to hide their feelings. I am a Mexican American woman that was born and raised in Los Angeles, California and parents came from Guadalajara, Jalisco. My parents were fortunate not to have suffered slavery like the author’s parents. But they did suffer economically. For this reason my mother and grandmother came illegally to this country; better opportunities. Am grateful that my mother decided to take that risk of leaving her country to give her children choices of a different life. Who knows what my life would have been if my mother had never left her country? Would I have had the same experiences? Would I have had a chance to get an education and experience different cultures and diversities? Who knows? All I know is that am here, and that I am able to live in a country that gives me the right to have an education and enjoy the people I love.

The similarities that this poem has is that both the author and I were class presidents in high school and suffered racism. I was in Pacoima Theater Fine Arts Magnet (a Junior High school), when I first suffered racism. The program bussed in students from all over Los Angeles County to be part of the Fine Arts Magnet. I was one of a few Mexican American girls in this program, mostly all Caucasian and African American students. I was always neglected friendship, participation, least roles, and acknowledgement from peers and teachers. I knew my talents and it was so obvious that I was being discriminated. I lived in a different time era than the author but racism still exist till this day. I know the feeling of discrimination and hiding behind that mask.

Love:

“The Pieces” and “When Your Eyes Speak” By: Angela De Hoyos pg. 122-123
I choose this poem because I have been in Love, and when I love someone I give myself to that person. The sense of falling in love is so full filling but when that special person breaks your heart is a devastating feeling. This poem express just that.

I have had a couple of relationships, but the one’s that hurt are the one of full commitment for me; marriage. I was married for eight years and fully committed to my marriage and my husband. I would compromise and let go of a lot of things I wanted to do, just to keep my marriage balanced and with major conflicts. As the years passed by I was giving more to make the marriage work. I was giving up my goals and growing as a person. I was not happy and I not feeling happy was creating detachment from my husband. I felt my husband and I had nothing in common, that we had out grown each other. This was so scary for me because I was in deeply in love with my husband. I also knew after eight years he was not going to change for me. I broke my heart to put everything in perspective and have to walk away from this marriage. I gave him my word in front of God to always be there for him in bad times and good. But as much as I wanted to save my marriage I could not do it anymore. I did not want to keep living unhappy and empty. So one day out of nowhere I decided to walk forward and never turn back. I might have been wrong morally, for not letting my husband know I was leaving the marriage. There had been so much pain and resentment in my marriage that my heart was broken in pieces. And I was done with this phase of my life with him. This broken heart at the time questioned looks of things but like the poem stated is what I asked the most: “Can the heart once broken be mended”? (De Hoyos, pg. 122). I thought I could never heal from this marriage but now with maturity and experience I know that time heals the wounds and you learn to move forward.

The author was born in Mexico and raised in Texas. I noticed that her poem was written in both languages Spanish and English. The only thing I can noticed that is culturally different from my own is that she seems to talk about more traditional love bonds. In Mexico, divorced is not much of an option. Women seem to stay in the marriage to preserve society acceptance and financial stability. They accept their husband’s behavior as long the husband does not leave the home and children fatherless. Here in the United States, divorce is common. Women have been able to provide for the selves and their children without a husband or companion. Regardless, the situation when you’re in love and someone you have given yourself too hurts you, it’s painful.

The similarities in the poems in how I felt when my heart was broken into pieces and when love came back into my life was astonishing. Both poems are short but they speak in words that reflect exactly how I felt and experienced in both those times in my life. “When your eyes speak to me of love my wounds slide from my flesh” (De Hoyos, pg. 123). This quotation is a true metaphor of the feeling I felt the first time I let someone inside of my heart after my marriage. I was optimistic about love again. Did not want to go in to a relationship for all the wrong reasons. I wanted to know that persons goals, aspirations, and background. When I was younger and unexperienced I use to fall in love from basically physical attraction, and kind words. Now it’s different, I want a mental relationship. Someone I can communicate with and set goals together. That I can learn from and makes me want to be a better person. This is what experiences and maturity have done for me. I have become wiser and grown with life experiences.

Family and Generations:

“A Moving Day” By: Susan Nunes Pg. 135- 140 

For me after living in a place of my own for ten years it was difficult letting go and moving out. I choose this short story because it talks about the difficulties of a women letting go of her personal things and attachments she had with the home. I myself felt the same way. 

In this home I experienced total freedom. I mean I lived there by myself and made my own choices on interior design and who to let in my home. It was peaceful and at times wild times. I had wonderful moments and at the same time the inside walls heard me cry. The place was not big but it was suitable for me. It had all the amenities I needed. I was so comfortable after ten years. But I was going to get married and I had to let go of my single life and unite as one in different nest. I could not bare throwing away my pictures from my past; ex-boyfriends, party times, journeys, collectibles that I had too much of. Over ten years of things I had to compromise and get rid of. “It had begun slowly, this shedding of the past” (Nunes, pg.138). And yes indeed the process was definitely happening. I eventually got rid of seventy percent of my things. I moved but it took me several months to adjust. I even got homesick and at times thought about my belongings. With time it all went away, and grew attach to my new things.

Compared to the short story the character of the story has three daughters and she is moving out. Not knowing where. This makes it different from my situation because I was moving out to move in with my husband and start a life together. In addition, the main character was having difficulty letting go of things that belong to her mother, things that she preserved from the family. I was having difficulty letting go of my own personal things that I had bought over time. The character also had influences around her to tell her to let go of things. In my case, I was alone deciding what I really need as I started a new chapter with my husband.

The similarities in this story was the difficulty the character had to move out and letting go of her personal things or belongings. And having to start all over again somewhere else. This was how I related to the character and the short story. This was a chapter in my life that I can truly recall. It is easy for me to move out after so many years having stability. I am not the type to be moving from place to place. I enjoying having structure and knowing I have a permanent place to call home.

Celebrations:

“In the Beginning Was the Sound” By: Sandra Maria Esteves pg. 361- 362

I choose this poem because right away it took me to 1985, a time when the famous song “Conga” made its debut. It was a major hit song here in the United States. This song brought me to remember wonderful times; as all my neighborhood friends would gather around and dance too this song with different instruments we made. 

As children music plays a great part of our lives. It can make you dance, cry, think, happy and take you to different times in your life. For me after reading this poem that celebrates music and also different instruments take influence beats and sounds; makes me feel joyous. This poem took me to a time when I was only twelve years old, being surround by neighborhood children dancing, playing handmade instruments, being silly, and happy. I could see all their cheerful faces, including mine. What a wonder moment I recall. Sometimes music has the ability to take us to remember events in our lives. And for me Gloria Estefan song “Conga” was a wonderful cheerful, upbeat, and high energy to dance too.  

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RBM3RlgjhQQ
The only thing that is different from me culturally are the different words used for some instruments. I never heard of these words; Quinto, chequere and timbales. Which are Cuban instruments that are used in this country to make their music sounds. It was interesting to do a little bit of research on my own to understand what the author was talking about in regards to these instruments and their use. I saw video on you tube and different music that was played with these instruments. Fascinating to be able to learn through this poem about a different cultural instruments and music. Here is one of the videos I would like to share on Timbales:

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6KBey9aZgIw 

The similarities in this poem is the music! Both the author and myself love music and celebrate it. I know for myself each morning as I am driving to work I blast my radio inside my car and the music puts me in a cheerful mood. I sing as I drive and enjoy the beats and sounds it creates. “In the beginning was the sound, like the universe exploding, it came, took form, gave life” (Esteves, pg. 361). This is exactly how music makes me feel energized and alive!
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THE BEGINNING OF:
MY LIFE
PHYSICAL DEVELOPMENT
BORN ON NOVEMBER 1, 1973 AT 12:43AM

· FEMALE
· WEIGHT:  7 LBS 40Z
· LENGTH: 19 ‘
· BROWN HAIR
· BROWN EYES
· LIGHT BROWN SKIN
· BORN : LOS ANGELES ,CALIFORNIA,USA
· NATURAL BIRTH , FULL TERM
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NEGATIVE FACTORS IN MY DEVELOPMENT

0 – 2 YEARS OLD INFANT

· TEENAGE PREGNANCY
· POOR PRENATAL CARE
· NO BREAST FEEDING
· HARSH WORKING CONDITIONS
· NO EDUCATION
· NO PARENTING CLASSES
POSITIVE FACTORS
· BORN  HEALTHY
· NO COMPLICATIONS IN DELIVERY
· NO TERATOGENS
CAUSES OF NOT BREAST FEEDING ME:
· CRYING A LOT DUE TO PAIN IM MY STOMACH
· SLEEPLESS NIGHTS
· MOTHER HAD TO WORK
· EAR INFECTIONS
· DIARRHEA 
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MOTOR AND SENSORY
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-SITTING: 5 MONTHS
-CRAWLING: 6 MONTHS
-STANDING: 7 MONTHS
-VISION 20/20 BY 6 MONTHS TO 1YEAR
-WALKING-14 MONTHS
EARLY CHILDHOOD 3- 5 YEARS OLD
NUTRITION:
PROPER NUTRITION NEEDED TO SUPPORT GROWTH AND INCREASED ACTIVITY LEVELS
· TOO SKINNY
· NOSE BLEEDS
· POOR EATING HABITS
BRAIN DEVELOPMENT
· AM ABLE TO REMEMBER CERTAIN CRITICAL EVENTS FROM 2 YEARS OF AGE
· LEARNED TO SPEAK SPANISH FIRST
· WAS ABLE TO SPEAK AT 2 YEARS 
· LEARN TO SPEAK ENGLISH BY 6 YEARS OF AGE
EXPERIENCE DEPENDENT: DEVELOPMENT OF SPECIFIC SKILLS IN WHICH NEW SYNAPSES ARE FORMED:
· RIDING BIKE
· SKATE BOARD
· SWIM
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FINE MOTOR SKILLS

· HAD HARD TIME HOLDING CRAYON OR PENCIL CORRECTLY OR EVEN HOLDING IT DOWN ON PAPER.
· ALSO CUTTING WAS VERY DIFFICULT
· TIE STRINGS ON MY SHOES
GROSS MOTOR SKILLS
· WAS ALWAYS OUT DOORS
· VERY ACTIVE
· ALWAYS RUNNING AROUND
· PLAYING AND RIDING MY BIKE
· SWIMMING
· SWINGS
· HOPSCOTCH
MIDDLE CHILDHOOD
BY 8 YRS OLD I WAS ABLE TO GAIN WRITING AND DRAWING SKILLS.
MY FINE AND GROSS MOTOR HAD IMPROVED DURING THE SCHOOL YEARS.
BEING EXPOSED TO WRITING IN SCHOOL EACH DAY HELPED.
BY HAVING STRUCTURE IN SCHOOL HELP ME GAIN CONFIDENCE IN MY ABILITY TO WRITE AND DRAW.
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ADOLENCENCE 11-18 YEARS OLD
ADOLESCENCE IS A TIME OF CHANGE THROUGHT THE BODY. A GROWTH SPURT USUALLY ACCURS NEAR THE TIME OF PUBERTY. GIRLS BEGIN TO DEVELOP BREASTS AND START THEIR PERIODS
I WAS MUCH TALLER IN MOST OF MY GRADES IN SCHOOL UNTIL 11TH GRADE IT SEEMED EVERYONE WAS CATCHING UP IN HEIGHT. I DEVELOPED BREAST AROUND THE SAME TIME I GOT MY PERIOD WHICH WAS AT 16. I WAS VERY ACTIVE AT SCHOOL, PLAYED:
· BASKETBALL
· VOLLEYBALL
· TRACK
· CHEERLEADING
ALWAYS LOVED SPORTS, WHICH WAS MY WAY TO ESCAPE FROM MY REALITY AT HOME.
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It is such a great accomplishment when one can graduate from High School and College. In my case my family was not able to get an education in their country due to financial reasons. So am here proud to be the first to graduate. I hope soon I can soon obtain my Bachelor’s Degree and add another amazing goal!
Now am here at Pacific Oaks College taking on this new journey and meeting wonderful people in the process of my higher education. Great professors has made this school my perfect choice!!!!!

My major is Human development and after I will apply for the Master’s program here at Pacific Oaks of course. I want to be able to teach in a college setting in the near future. For now, I will be preparing and learning from the best! Am excited for this all new experiences to come.
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Symbolic “Self Portrait”
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My eyes are the best asset I have among others. I love my eyes not only because it lets me see the world visually but because I can see the culture and the qualities they transmit. My ancestors come from Guadalajara, Jalisco Mexico, were women had to fight civil wars and be the back bone for their husbands. I have acquired great traits that I am proud to have. I considered being a strong over achiever, goal setter, dominant, confident, giving, passionate, sensitive, hard worker, empathetic to others, happy, and I have an amazing huge HEART!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

These eyes I carry each day have seen dark nights and all wonderful things. I can see the world in a different light through my eyes. I capture moments, experiences, and the joy to visually see things around me. I take in what I see and cherish that picture in my mind for as long as I hold on to those memories. I am grateful for my pair of eyes, even though now I have stigmatism… I can still see with glasses or contacts which is okay with me.  I enjoy my nerdy look I take to school and work. And at special functions and parties, I get to be glamorous and wear my contacts. No matter what, I see the world through these 

pair of eyes! 
Stories, Songs and Drawings from My Family
This is a video on how my family found out my great grandmother came from.

http://www.eyejot.com/flash/embed_player.swf?m=4977D2534BA72C00001B5B95EE
My small family unit!!!!!!!!!!!!
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I had set up this photo shoot with a professional photographer. I wanted to capture pictures with my dogs because they had become my family. This picture was taken about a few months ago at balboa park, California. In this picture is my male dog named” COCO. He is my first dog ever! I was so excited when I 
first bought him, because I have always loved pugs. Even had pictures cut from magazines that I, one day was going to own one. Now, not only do I have one but two. I love this picture of COCO and I. It shows how he is there to protect and love me. I do not have small children but I have two dogs that give me unconditional love. They were there then I was going through my tough times in my divorce.
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“Chanel” is my female pug. As you can see she’s the photogenic one. As always, looking at the camera and posing. I bought Chanel so she could keep Coco company. I know firsthand how it feels to be lonely and I did not want Coco to feel alone. He needed company and a playmate. They are so perfect for each other. Each day they surprise me how much bond and affection they have for one another. Coco and Chanel were named after the perfume “COCO” by Chanel. I want them to have names that represent what I love 
to wear and smell like each day. They are my attachment and my sense of coming home each day after a long day of work and school. I am a dog lover at heart and by doggies have become my unit!!!!!
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This is my the man that keeps me grounded and inspires me to work hard for my goals and dreams. I was blessed to finally meet a great man that is not selfish and wants to have open communicate each day. I have learned to trust him and for me that is hard to find. I was so superficial when it came to men and always ending up with inmature ones. I have finaly learned from experiences , especially coming from two divorces. I hope this is it for me and I can have the peace, love and bond with this wonderful man and grow togheter. I collaged 
this picture of  my boyfriend and I with few other wonderful statements that I profoundly believe in or agree with. The picture of him and I was taken at my friend’s wedding in september 20,2014. I love this picture it shows the happinesss he brings to my life and especially being there for me at important events such as my best friend’s wedding. The picture of the ring crown is a gift he gave me and in his own words saying to me “YOU ARE MY QUEEN”. Small little details are things that facinate me about him. Words can not explain the wonderful small family I have. I feel blessed each day to have each one of them in my life. They make me feel complete!!!!!!!
Reading the World- “The importance of the act of reading”
"The texts, the words, the letters of that context were incarnated in a series of things, objects, signs. In perceiving these, I experienced myself, and the more I experienced myself, the more my perceptual capacity increased"(Freire, pg. 6).
   As we get older and mature we tend to understand our childhood experiences much clear. When we are children we view our world in a much different way that what it really is. Our understanding of concepts and words are in a different perspective than when we reach a better understanding of its true meaning. There are words that we as children hear or are exposed too but we do not internalize them as well as the words that have true significance to us. Words seem to have great power when we can relate them to our own world. Once we can relate them to our world or experiences the word or words become more powerful and meaningful.

  I choose this quote, because I truly believe that when we are children we tend to see lots of words, texts, letters that mean nothing at that particular time. Once we reach maturity we look back and relate with a much wider understanding and relationship to those words, texts, and letters. We seem to internalize things that happened in our life time or experiences, rather than words that have no relationship to us.

   It has taught me to look back and see the things that had such a great impact in my life and why I had so much attachment towards certain things verses things I was not expose too. It’s interesting to look back and reflect on my life and clearly see the obstacles and challenges as a child due to words that I had difficulty learning or finding a meaning to them. Now I see, how the words have a great relationship with the world around me and how some words are less meaningful in my world.

Stories from “Coming of Age in America”
Fitting In: “The Jacket”
      I choose the story “The Jacket by Gary Soto, because it talks about a boy that dislikes his jacket and blames everything negative that happens to him on that jacket. For teenagers in this stage is so important to fit in and be accepted by others peers. I as a teenager remember so many times that wearing the right clothes was so important. I considered the positive opinions of others as a reflection of fitting in. No one enjoys getting teased or picked on as a teenager.

      “Even though it was cold, I took off the jacket during lunch and played kickball in a thin shirt, my arms feeling like braille from goose bumps” (Gary Soto, pg.5). This particular quote is so dynamite. It shows how this character is willing to suffer coldness just so he does not go through the embarrassment of someone seeing him wear his jacket. It’s unfortunate, how society puts a great impact on what to wear or material things. I work in a High School and am so happy that our children come in uniform, this gives all children a chance to treat each other with respect and not judge anyone according to what their parents can afford. I know that in at this stage teenagers are consumed by the media and advertisements. They can be judgmental and cruel with each other if they feel their peers do not look a certain way. This is so important to me, because self-esteem can break or make a student as they develop to adulthood.

      This story relates to my life in a way that I also strive each day in Junior High and High School to fit in. I would relate what I would wear as a source of identification of how my peers viewed me as a person. Clothes and shoes were very important on how I felt about myself. There was a time when my mom dressed my sister and I the same for school pictures, I was very upset and embarrassed to attend school that day. I knew my classmates would tease me and make me feel awkward all day. I was not wrong that’s exactly what happened. All day I kept blaming my mother for the awful day I had and the laughs I got from my peers. I made sure that I would never wear that clothing again.

      I grew up fortunate in having too many material things and clothing. But what my family lacked was respect, love, affection, acknowledgment, praise, and dinners together. Things that were most important in a child’s life. Building those attachments, bonding with family and siblings; was what I felt I needed. In this story the character wanted a specific jacket but instead he received what mother could afford. He did not appreciate his jacket for what it represented, which was to cover him from the cold weather. Neither he value the fact his mother bought him the jacket. He just kept blaming his negative experiences on this mother for buying him that jacket. Sometimes as teenagers we tend to value materials things more than the affection of our mothers. I craved for a hug and kiss from my mother, on the other hand the character 
in the story desired a biker jacket.

Affairs of the Heart: “Yes, Young Daddy”
      I choose this story because I grew up fatherless. I always desired to have had my father or father figure in my life. Mostly due to the fact that I suffered physical, emotional, and psychological abuse from my step father; just because I was not his biological daughter. This impacted me all my childhood life. In this story Lena searches for attention from her male cousin, and father figure by reaching out to him in letters.

      “Well that’s enough about my troubles, how’s everything with you? Find of course. I bet you have a nice time there living so independent in your own apartment and everything” (Frank Chin, pg.140).  This quote caught my attention the most in the story, because I would have conversations with friends and family about my troubles at home. At the same time I craved the day I could be old enough to live on my own and get out of my mother’s abusive environment.

      In relation to the story, I also had a close relationship with a male family member (my uncle). I would call and write him so he would come over the house or take me to his house. I felt comfortable, loved and respected when he was around. I could talk to my uncle about anything even about my troubles with my step dad. My uncle’s house was a place of peace and harmony. I could freely be myself and was acknowledge as I played with my uncle’s dogs. The character of the story Lena and I just wanted a father figure in our lives.

      The story is different from my own in so many ways. To start off Lena the main character write’s to her cousin for attention and comfort. Then almost at the end he decides to pay her cousin a visit in which turns out to be a misunderstanding of events. His aunt walks in on him wearing a robe and she flips out thinking that he is having a loving relationship with Lena (her daughter). My relationship with my uncle was really like father and daughter. I was that daughter my uncle never had. My uncle was never able to have children, due to an accident he suffered as child. So we both needed to be there for each other and fill those roles.

Family Matters: “Bastard Out of Carolina”
      I choose this story because I feel that it’s important that we teach children to respect property of others. It’s not acceptable to steal. If children at a young age learn to take things from others it can become a big problem as they develop into adulthood. Stealing can become a bad habit and even ended up to bigger crimes such as burglary and criminal activity. Children learn through observation and if they are exposed to adults that easily steal and get away with it, they can carry those bad behaviors with them as adults.

      “I stole it. I’m sorry. I stole it” (Dorothy Allison, pg.80). This quote is so important because it shows the act of committing something inappropriate and at the same time giving forgiveness. Once someone can have the courage to admit to their bad behavior and ask for forgiveness that is the first step to accepting that they committed something wrong and they are willing to make that change. Its important children start to recognize there are consequences to stealing and taking from others. This is important to me because I want children to be lifelong learners and have wonderful childhood experiences; not learn criminal behaviors.

      I had a good friend at school from sixth grade that her parents really did not monitor much. I can say that she was left alone a lot. Lisa (my friend) would show up at school every morning with her backpack full of lots of new toys and goodies. I would ask if her mother bought them. But that was not the case, she would go to the store down the block and steal all that stuff. I remember one of those days in the morning, Lisa not showing up to school. I wondered if she was sick or had an accident. But unfortunately, Lisa never came back to school. I had found out Child Services took Lisa away from her parents. Due to negligence and being caught stealing several times. I never saw my friend again. That was a sad moment for me.

      This story is different from my own life, because I was taught not to steal. In which it never crossed my mind to even do it as a child or an adult. I watched how hard my own mother worked so I can enjoy all the wonderful things she bought me. I really was not deprived from material things. So maybe I had no need to steal. But I believe that these behaviors or morals are learn through your family environment. It’s how one is raised that respect toward others is gained. In this story the main character and her mother go to the store to return what was stolen. And the girl is banned from shopping at the store. Thank god! I never had to go through an embarrassing moment in front of store costumers in regards to stealing.

Crisis: “Eyes and Teeth”
      I can begin and explain what a powerful message this short story has. What some simple harsh discriminatory words can do to a child’s self-esteem, image and profound psychological damage. I choose this story because its important children grow up bias towards other cultures and respect people no matter what they look like from the exterior. It is also crucial the gain as much love from their parents about their own self-image. Children need to embrace who they are and where they came from. Not cultivate discrimination in children. This can cause racial conflicts as adults and even bad behaviors.

      “My mama had raised us to believe that way of thinking was sick” (Wanda Coleman, pg. 215). This quote to me targeted the way I was raised to believe, that we are all people and should be treated equal regardless of race and color. It’s important that we treat each other with respect and not criticize others. This can impact them their life and cause hatred and resentment towards the people that were mean to them.

      The story has similarities in the aspect of hearing my step father putting me down and calling me names. Just to hurt my feelings and transmitting all the hate he had towards me. Just like Buzz, one of the characters, He gets hurt by listening to his mother’s discrimination towards his image and skin color. I also felt pain and anger towards my mother’s husband for putting me down for my looks and the way I walked or at times compare me to other girls in a negative way.

      The story is different in many aspects. One aspect is that Buzz’s mother is secretly telling his aunt about his image and skin color. It happens that Buzz and his cousin over hear it. So the discrimination it’s done indirectly. On the other hand my experience with discrimination is done directly towards me in an everyday basis. In addition, his mother does not know that Buzz over heard her conversation. With me, my mother knew about my step father’s verbal abuse towards me, which she did nothing for that matter. The situations where different between the story and my life. But the effect of hearing discrimination toward us is still painful and harsh.
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Forgiveness Poem
“Mother, you did not know best, I for give you”
Too small to comprehend what was going on in those four walls,

Screams and pounding noises from that bedroom door,

As much as I want to run an open that door, it was impossible,

I was too young at the time.

Time and time again, same thing over and over again,

Those horrible noises, and yelling out of your lungs for help,

I knew something was not right!

I was just too young at the time, as much as I wanted to pick up that phone and call for help.

I was too young at that time.

Things seem to get worse by the second or maybe that’s just how I felt,

Now, it was not screams or sound, it was marks on your arms and face,
How can you say you’re happy with this man?

Why do you put up with getting hurt all the time?

Is it all worth it, to have your child go through this?

I asked myself.

I was too young at the time.

I might not be the strongest, but I definitely put up a fight,

Anything so I would not see mother suffer,
As much as stood up for you, risked my life for you,

You would not leave this man,

This man that puts you in darkness,

This man that steals every minute of your happiness,

This man that take your dignity and pride,

This man that hurts your child,

This is not what my teacher explains “Love” is supposed to be about.

As many awful nights and crazy suspense drama I endured.

There was times I hated you for not standing up and leaving this situation,

So many awful thoughts came to me,

Day dreaming of getting rid of your husband,

Anything as long as he vanished from our lives,

But as many times the police came by and questioned the incidents,

You never gave him UP!!!
Till this this day, I do not understand why your still there,

This man robbed your youth, happiness, pride, dignity and respect,

I guess I was not too young after all,

To know that you were being abused,

The tears, screams and marks on your body and mine will never go away,

I vividly remember each one of those times like if it just happened,

I know it’s the past and we need to forget the past, to move forward,

But how can you forget the past when each time I see you, that man is there beside you?

You’re my mother and you will always be.
I decided long away to move out and not have much part in your life,

I call you and we talk here and there,

But you made your bed and know you lay on it,

I made my choices, and am in a good place,

I love life, I love to be happy, I love to smile, I love to be loved, 

I guess some of us live and learn from our past and others never do,

“Mother, you did not know best, I forgive you”!

Praise Poem
“Abuelita Mia”

{My dearest, Grandmother}
I love your sweet tone voice, that sets the mood for the day,

Your warm words soothe my heart,

You make me feel that life has no worries,

When am near you, I feel am in glory.

I thank you, for your wisdom,

You have though me to learn and forgive,

Something that has been so hard for me to do,

Without for presence, they would not be a family unit,

We all come around, because of your strength,

You’re a brave women that has made it this far,

And with no partner beside you,

I acknowledge your courage, your self-worth,

Because of you, I keep grounded

You’re an admiration.

You thought me to hear and listen,
At times when I thought I was right,

You thought me to stay away from gossip and let it all go,

Things will be said, that are cruel and evil,

But keeping our true selves is what wins the battles.

I learn from books, experiences and hands on but the words that you have given me since a child have shaped in someone I AM PROUD of,

Thank you, 

“Abuelita Mia”
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 My Mother and Me

Took her to ride horses, this day was very especial. My mother had never been on a horse before.
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Ready for new Adventures!!!!!!!!!!!!!
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�             Poem: I am from…..


I am from the valley of San Fernando, born and raised here.


Where childhood times where full of uncertainty and unclear.


I come from a place of pain, fear, hopelessness, unsafe, unloved by the damage of an abusive relationship my mother endured.


I am from that broken heart that just wants to be glued back. And know that pain and feelings do not exist.


I am from a place where things where done the wrong way. Where culture and education impacted the turn of events. Not only was I a victim of this process, but society as a whole.


I come from a vision of hope, support, knowledge, experience and a great deal of inspiration for our new generation.


I am from a product of this new found education that I truly believe in. Advocating, volunteering, and applying my skills each day to help our children excel, and achieve their goals and dreams.


I am focused and determined to impact my life and others. Life in general gave me obstacles to get where am at today.













